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                                                    FOREWORD

Words are powerful. With words battles are fought, lost or won. The  
Sword of Heroes encapsulates witty but powerful words detailing what it 
is to go through the challenges of life and come out victorious.

The poems in this collection are perfectly tailored to fit your varied 
interest. It is one poetry book that should be in every home.

In each page lies jewels of wisdom worth their weight in gold. So I urge you 
to feel relaxed while savouring the insights, experiences, stories and 
inspired thoughts contained in this book. These gems are meant to stir, 
empower and propel you to greatness.

Have a blissful reading!

Micheal Opene
Poet & CEO BrandSpeak
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About the Author
As a witty and creative African writer, skilled with bravery, focus, drive, tenacity, 
and an exceptional ability to stand out, Allwell Victoria has proven herself worthy 
in her 19 years writing experience.
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As a nine-year-old child, she found pleasure dancing through the tales of life with 
the pen and paper, grew to discover her immense passion for the media/writing 
industry and has over the years gained forte in professional ghost-writing, script 
writing, content writing, inspirational writing, book writing, creative writing, 
storytelling and other expertise in the writing field.

Today, Victoria is not just a writer, but one passionate to tell your story and many 
other stories with an extraordinary measure of inspiration set to enthuse your 
audience in the most dynamic and dignified style ever.

Writing for over 18 years has exposed Vicky Wonders to an in-depth experience 
and rare skill set to create a difference in the world of entertainment.
In 2019, she wrote 17 books for individuals and continues to grow in her writing 
experience.



DEDICATION

This book is specially dedicated to you. You are special, and 

every word in this book has something significant for you.
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INTRODUCTION

The Sword of Heroes is a poetic book that would illuminate your 
mind with words of inspiration and life. Every piece is a magical 
story that would not only transform you, but bring you to the 
dynamism of life and its essence.

Drink each poem with depth and permit your mind to roam around 
the many or few words that has made and still makes heroes on 
earth.



HEROES OF OUR WORLD
Countless times, have we sought for moments 
as this,
gently purifying the fruits of our lips,
That the untold truths of our humble hearts 
speaks forth;
Calling our fathers the name that they are:
The heroes of our world.

King of our hearts,
thy seed is the bedrock of motherhood,
Thy fatherhood, the wings we fly with as 
children.
As wives, we honour your rulership,
As children, we value your leadership.
And as the head of our homes,

We cherish the golden treasures you give to us;
your love, your time, and yourself.
 

Father, papa, cover, lover,
Source, protector, provider,
Seed bearer, life giver, care-taker, bread 
winner,
Strengthener, leader, ruler and our superman.
Many great words describe the beauty of your 
existence,
But, I... I choose to call you: father of today,

Father of our world... our hero and
DAD

D - Determined
A - Admirable and
D – Driven

We may deny a million truths, but this:

There is no better world without a dad.

To every dad in the world, you are cherished 
and loved, always
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THERE IS A FUTURE
A great writer, Chinua Achebe, once said: 
“there was a country”
I say “there is a future”.
A future that speaks life, 
And tells less stories of strife.
A future that sings 'hope',
And makes a joyful noise 
as bad prospects elope,
A future of peace and not pieces,
A future of order that permits 
zero blunder and disorder.
A future that writes your beauty 
with pens far from ugly.

The structure of this future 
lies in two simple words; 
You and I.
Yes! We are the future.
And together, we shall climb high,
Together, we shall break and make records. 
Only together, can we stand tall 
to achieve the perfect couture of our culture.

While pacing to and fro 
in deep thoughts of 'Africa tomorrow', 
My mind dances to the tunes of the land of history,
To celebrate great heroes 
that worked in the magic of mystery.
Speaking of the likes of;
Patrice Lumumba, Kwame Nkrumah, Nnamdi Azikwe,
And of course, Nelson Mandela.
Indeed! The works of these men 
still makes heavy noises
In the lands of Africa.

Great leaders of tomorrow,
If these men, who were born 
with one head like ours,
Could achieve such great things for a great nation,
And a great society,
Then you and I can achieve greater things 
for a greater nation, 
 a greater generation, and a greater society.
Alas! The land mark of this compound matter 
is to remind us that we are the true elements of the 
future.
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NIGERIA'S CALL
The day the tunes of Nigeria's significance 
rang its bell to my ears,
was the day I realized I had a call to attend to, 
far beyond my cares.
This call, burning beneath my bones,
This call, crying for the sweats 
of our black blood.
This black blood,
that irrigates it flow in our veins, 
beyond the black man's search 
for Naira and Dollars flood.

Let me ask you
Should the spoils of naira and dollar 
impoverish Nigerians to nothingness?
Never! I say never!
Not at the expense of our strength
 and magnificent essence.
An essence that demands that we rise up 
as the true compatriots of our nation, Nigeria.
May I remind you that our country is Home and not 
Rome?
This is our father's land,
And for most of us, it is our mother's land.
One, we must serve with our sweats, blood, and sword.
To uphold a nation of unity and dignity.
It doesn't matter if a fraternity of infidelity 
exists among members of our nationality.
What matters is the fraction of us 
that stands loyal and faithful 
to raising the Nigerian race 
amid good and bad waters, 
with all humility.

This is the call of one nation,
 bound in freedom, with peace and unity.

This is our call to action,
Our call to obedience,
and our call to quintessence,
with one heart beat as one Naija, 
One nation, one people, one call, and one love.
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THE TIME WILL COME 

As spelt with the bullets of storm,
The time will come,
When you will hear the voice of elation
And dream beyond your story of radiation.

The time will come, 
When your heart shall smile at your mirror
And receive its victory with no terror.
Look beyond the sneer, the gladdening tide is come

Lift thy heart to dine and wine.
For your sun has quenched her heat
That your meat may taste sweet
And your fire, a brand for candles to lit. 

All your life, you have gnawed so cold
It's time to cheer so bold. 
Take off the dark bracelet,
That His gold may become your pallet

His image, his notes,
Let it be yours to denote
Peel your image from the empty mirror. 
And make His, your life to mirror
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THE NOISE OF 
ECSTASY

 As joy rings his beauty for man to unfold,
We hear the drums of ecstasy.
We see the smiles of apostasy 
But, only desire the depth of intimacy.

Let joy ring its bell,
Be real to self and let the earth see and tell.
Let the sorrow that stings dig its well,
neither plant storms that make the mind timid.
But shine forth in the fullness of joy.

Ecstasy is a tool of supremacy,
Not a tool of savage or acrimony.
So, don't play quirky at the expense of elation,
neither shield the seed of two-facedness.
In the bit to meet the core of enthused 
admiration.
The noise of ecstasy is beyond self, 
but a heart joyful and ready to love her world. 
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MR. BRIGHT
On a night I thought I should swear in my hurt,
I found a reason to smile to my hut.
On this night comes the soothing words of Mr. 
Bright,
He could have been anybody's Mr. Right,
But, an angel he was, in my sight.

This script is indifferent,
One, I must elaborate for you to see the sense in its 
length.
I met Mr. Bright,
And that one meeting sparked within me a light.
Only I can tell that this light is from Heaven's might.

He filled my heart with zeal,
Drilled me to till the land,
Until I could see beyond its sand,
And embrace the gold beneath the ground.
For once, he said to me: 
“till the land until you can only see its fruit within 
and around.”

I tilled amid tears 
Not once did I stop to till
When fears arose and it seemed I would wear out,
I held on to my zeal in Him.
I tilled and tilled, and now I see his words
The fruit of the land isn't far from you.
Till with a zeal that cannot be questioned and you 
will find your fruit.

Genesis 1:28… “And God blessed them, and God said unto them, 

Be fruitful, multiply, replenish (fill) the earth, and subdue it.”   
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CHANTS OF LOVE
This script is pathetic,
As the pen scribbles to tell you it's story.
When the songs of Katherine came to my window,
I thought it was weird, 
as she was one who never saw through the meadow.
Yet I wallowed in her songs.
Why sing songs of love and peace, 
when all we see are rifles,
 and its sprawling shadow?

She paid no attention to my empty words,
The more I yelled, 
the more she responded with chants of love.
I thought it was bizarre, 
so I denied her food, 
hoping she would suck in wrath.
But she chanted more love.
I should have responded with love, 
but didn't know how to, 
hence, I loathed her guts.

I troubled her, 
and denied her every moment of peace.

My words were like a blade, 
cutting through her skin to see it bleed
Still, she chanted love, joy, and peace.
I should have seen through her heart, 
But was stuck with my ego and soreness.
Couldn't she see the aches in blueprints?
So why fake a life of love, joy, and peace?

If I knew better, I should never have dared,
But in the coldness of my heart, I dug her grave.
Still, her last words to me were chants of love.
My heart bled,
as I travelled far north to hide my shame.
Her death drew me out of my chains.
Once, I was blind, but now I see.
Once, I knew only the coldness of life, 
now I know only the fullness of His love.
And everyday seems a new day,
to chant His grace and love.

Romans 5:5… “And hope maketh not ashamed, the love of 

God is shed abroad in my heart.”
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MASTER OF THE UNIVERSE
The songs and hymns of Abike, 
the daughter of Yewande Adise, 
is the birth of a transformed community
in the Yoruba land, today.
Abike, though born with a wooden spoon, 
was known to have a mellifluous voice,
that sounded like heaven's tune.
Many even paid to hear her sing. 
Her voice was like her wealth to pledge.
But then, an illness struck, 
that changed the story of Abike

When sickness struck Abike, 
the erudite of a community,
Her sonorous voice,
known to ease the land with serenity,
Soon became a silent pain, 
beckoning to see the light of life again.

Men gathered to console her state,
The women wept around her place,
But none could save her day

Daily, she cried, fighting to live again.
But her cry was never to bring her gain.
Every effort to live again 
was another sting of pain.

Soon, her trumpet of fate changed,
when she heard about the healer.
“Master of the universe,” she called,
“Save me from this dark cord.”

Like a deep sun shine upon the hay,
She found her voice in the light of the day,
His breathe igniting her entire being.
Not one day, did she ever imagine 
that this master could save her 
from rotting in her bin.
As she became brand new, 
Her wishes were a spur of light, 
with a candle set to burn anew,
And a sparkling desire to join the master's pew.
1Peter 2:24b (NLT)… “By his wounds, you are healed”
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MY KING AND I
My heart calls for my king,
Let his red roses be placed at my bosom,
and sweet perfume be lavished on my skin,
That I may bear upon me the sweetness of his fragrance,
And the charm of his radiance.

Let my apparel never betray me,
That the king ever treasures me as his beauty.
Let the elegance of my appearance 
be to him a zest of relevance.
Let the brilliance of his affection 
be my chant for kingdom advance,
And the sweetness of his love 
be the decorum of my dance.

My king, I have come with salience and embrace,
To wear thy ring,
Rave and sing,
And adorn thy feet.
Until all I can ever see is the love you bring.
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EMOTIONS
With the motion of emotions, 
I have come to state my stance.
When did the cheer of smiles 
become an open doubt?
It seems our age has forgotten 
the propriety of a shining smile.
We now entertain smiles 
that have beneath it the cranium of bitterness.
Can you not be happy amid what is happening?

Many a giant, have cloaked life's affair 
with the awkwardness of sentiments,
Compromising rules and standards,
with the madness of emotions, 
tossing and turning away prudence.
Some others have become like a man called: 
'Douglas',
whose decisions were ever an emotional wreck,
and a blatant denial of his rest,
until he became possessed by his emotional 
madness.

Like a wanderer, 
Douglas walked down the aisle 
with the swarms of butterfly feelings 
or perhaps, the wonders of a craving quest.
Only to wake up on the bed of monogamy,
To find the scale that once beclouded the eye gone.
And then, monogamy became his jest of acrimony, 
his cry of infidelity and even polygamy,
that shortened his stay,
and prepared his funeral ceremony.

Hmm! The sensation of emotions,
Lovely in all ramifications,
Yet a surprising drum with empty accolades
That leaves you with sharp cuts of blades,
If all you do is settle at its feet.

Be wise!
It pays to be more logical than emotional! 
Think beyond your feelings! In all your 
getting, get emotionally stable!
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OUTSIDE THE BOX

The box is the cold of the mind,
It's like a fixed log hardly open to warmth.
It is known for what it sees 
beyond a flower vase.

It is a bizarre because when it sees blue, 
it cares nothing about red,
judges everything from the view of blue,
and calls yellow or red a sham cosset.

Outside the box are clothes 
and treasures your box do not contain.
So, like a puppet, you contend and never attain
You see treasures come 
and get swallowed by your fox 
Because you are blind 
to the treasures outside your box.
What a tragic phoney!
Who can deny the folly of today?

Open the window of your mind to see,
There are a thousand and one 
oceans across the sea,
Oceans, your box isn't opened to.
Come out of your box, hold still your fox,
And see through the eyes of the many or few 
treasures outside your box,
and the eye of God,
Before you see.
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RIVERS OF JOY

In the atmosphere of joy, there is love.
Like a river it flows in the hearts it abodes.
There is more to uncover in the fullness of joy.

Many are yet to enjoy the greenness of life,
Because with a bitter heart, 
They trample on stones and stumble upon 
rocks

What is life without joy?
What is hope if it doesn't reside in the bowels 
of joy?
Why plot scenes of sorrow or plant seeds of 
sadness,
When His joy can be your fullness?

Embrace His joy and let him be your life 
guard,
As you swim in His river of joy.
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THE ATMOSPHERE

Precepts upon precepts,
Lines upon lines,
The day comes with dawn and dusk,
A pruning of rust and lust,
And the lashes of lime and prime.

Through the sun, we turn and run.
In the midst of silence and heat,
We strive and thrive.
We overlook the uncanny roofs of times,
And scale high
We jump-start moments to fly.

We call dry lands blessed,
Till and fill it.
We nourish our days,
to shine forth rays.
We are not taken unawares,
Ever ready for what the day wears,
We are strong and push on amid tares 
We are not subjected to tears nor fears,
because we understand that we are creators.
The atmosphere doesn't create us.
But we…we create 'The Atmosphere'.
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HIS PRESENCE
It is in his presence 
that common sense becomes uncommon,
His presence is a reflection 
of essence and great sense.
The wisdom that attracts princes and kings
are in the coat of the eagle's wings.
The essence of his presence 
makes all the difference.

The ecstasy of life 
is the beauty of his presence
The absence of creativity 
is the absence of His divinity.
You need His presence 
to overcome the hurdles of humanity.
Don't be quick to seek longevity 
outside the bravery of His majesty.

Even the birds of a feather,
Need the wings of a father,
To wisely flock together.
Never look to the weather
Look into His presence,
And experience His fullness.
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INNOCENCE BREEDS DILIGENCE

It is in his presence 
that common sense becomes uncommon,
His presence is a reflection 
of essence and great sense.
The wisdom that attracts princes and kings
are in the coat of the eagle's wings.
The essence of his presence 
makes all the difference.

The ecstasy of life 
is the beauty of his presence
The absence of creativity 
is the absence of His divinity.
You need His presence 
to overcome the hurdles of humanity.
Don't be quick to seek longevity 
outside the bravery of His majesty.

Even the birds of a feather,
Need the wings of a father,
To wisely flock together.
Never look to the weather
Look into His presence,
And experience His fullness.
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THE SOWER'S STORY!

You must have imagined I will skip today                                                         
with a drop of rose and deep red wine like Eva 
(Chuckles).
The tanks full of waters,                                                                                                        
and tales of your moon light can bet; 

it is a Never!                                                                                                               
Another day has come                                                                                                
to set a reminder alarm                                                                                              
of Isoa, the sower's story.

Like a gift, she radiates with diamond stones.

Oh! How I remember!
How I remember how greatly 

her heart sows,                                                                                                  
forgetting the little or much it owes.                                                                  
How I have had to watch her                                                                                
feed ravens rather than watch them feed her

How I remember shedding                                                                                        
at her striking heart                                                                                                 
that strikes out her needs                                                                                         
to pursue the needs of others

Who does that?

Isn't it Isoa, the sower's story?                                                                                 
Only golden Isoa does all that,                                                                             
with no sense of sentimental drive                                                                      
into a lorry of golden glory.

Hmmmmmnn!!

I haven't finished yet.
Let me land with her outlandish beauty 

that stirs up rocks to purity.                                                                                            
Oh! How about her bull dozer lioness roars                                                             
that fans sleeping giants to flame?                                                                          
Hmm! You probably are wondering 

Perhaps, there is a way to inherit that name,
but no, only Isoa, the true lioness, 

bears the great sower's story,
only her can stand amidst giving sands                                                                
and stretch to give 

even when her bowl is empty.                                                                                                    
I can't fathom a minute                                                                                         
without adorning her large heart.

How she daily sows her time,                                                                               
energy, resource, love, heart,                                                                                    
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and life unconditionally                                                                                              
is still a ponder that keeps me in awe.

Hmm! This is beyond giving.                                                                                 
Master, this is deep love!!!!

I agree, I totally agree with you, Sun.                                                                            
But you see, today,                                                                                                       
I shall call all the stars, the moon,                                                                                         
the sky, the clouds, rainbows,                                                                                                                            
and the heavens to honour the Queen of givers                                                             
as the greatest sower in record time,                                                                             
the tale bearer of a World class leader, 

God's General, and a deep sower                                                                                
in a generation as this.                                                                                            
Gather me all the firmaments!

Yes sir!                                                                                                                         
Gather me all creatures of heaven and earth,                                                           
that today may abundantly glorify my own                                                              
and hear the great story I bear in my heart.

The story of a sower called Isoa.
Let me sing for her,
Let the birds hear of her morning dew.
I am truly pleased to see her emerge.
she has done me proud in a short time
Well done, faithful!
Well done!

With so much awe,                                                                                                    
my heart bleeds of the wonder woman that she is.                                                             
This is specially dedicated to a great celebrant by 
named…Isoa.
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THE HEROINE OF HOPE

Days without numbers,
never matches the endless hope                                                                           
and beauty of the queen of hope.

Hope has never betrayed her trust.
Ever standing true to her outburst.

Here is a virtue, the fervency of hope,                                                                    
Amid the complex structure of life                                                      
is the soundness of hope.
Keep hope as your virtue,
for she is ever zealous about life.

She is an asset that sees past the norm                                                               
even when counted amongst the norm.

She is the core of gold,
Ever daring the untold and cold,
with a heart so bold.

Hope is a heroine of value, 

Words, expressions, and situations                                                                                 
dare not steal her hope.
Like a rock, she keeps you standing                                                                               
in view of a better tomorrow.

Here is Hope, her true nature is honour,                                                                  
One she never hides in words.                                                                                    
Let her be the colour you admonish                                                                           
in your day-to-day call.
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THE UNCTION OF TRUTH

.

The sea would wonder                                                                                                
what the waters have to offer

The trees would blow,
amid lands cold with snow

The storms will fall
in the light of your call

Don't question the breeze,
when you can make it freeze.

You've got the power in your hands,
why waste time questioning ancient lands

Need some answers?                                                                                                     
Ask the ancient of days.

Hear this, if you do not wake up                                                                              
to these simple, but deep truths,
you will forever live a life questioning your roots.

The unction of truth admonishes you                                                                           
to find your truths and drop the lies.
I hope you do this fast,                                                                                                
rather than race life with fears and tears to the last.
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THE AESTHETICS OF CREATION

Imagine the aesthetics of today,
So bright like the new dawn,
In awe, do the trees adorn,
The true beauty of glamour,
Lands call her: 'the aesthetics of creation'.

Within you, are buildings of nations,
the excellence of creations,
great stars are set to emerge from your womb,
stars that will define the aesthetics of your worth.

You are the perfect definition of beauty upon the earth,
Let the sun smiles and shines upon your vet
Let the curls of diamonds pour its glow upon your feet,
You are the brand icon that saturates the fit of virtue.

As a child, we watched you grow so cheerful
Cheerful to question the world,
Cheerful to scream untold stories
Cheerful to share your dreams
Cheerful as waters flow downstream

With you, we lavish smiles of a special friend,
a friend to stick to until the end.
As a glamorous character of beauty, 

your breathless silent laugh,
Is our gracious loud joy to carve
That thine eye may see and behold                                                                             
your beauty photograph,
Designed in our hearts.
You hold a piece the world cannot wait to possess,
It is the aesthetics of creations.
This, shall we value until the end of time.
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SEIZE FEAR

Like the clouds of beauty
surrounds the clown of triviality,
fear has bemoaned huts with her dark stand

Oh! How I hate its sense of guts,
a bewildered shrine that squeezes man into its hut

I curse her gongs
I curse her tongues
She is dark and naughty,
and can never bring me to nothing 

Seize fear this day,
and throw her in the bottomless asylum.
You have been given a Kingdom of freedom,                                                         
and a sword of faith,

Learn God's truth! 
And by his truth, you shall be free
So if fear comes searching for you in her hut,
disappoint her quest,                                                                                               
That she never finds you,
not even in another world.
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THE REVIVAL EXPERIENCE

Look at it, so near,
yet it seems far and rare.
Many have passed through its waters,
Yet they call it nothing but empty mutters

The gasping truth is; it is beyond you
It's a revival beyond experience
It's an outpour beyond His presence
But what can be beyond His presence
for a revival we seek in the room of His excellence?

It is love!

The depth of love is the revival experience.                                                           
While we wait for tongues in the spirit                                                                         
to blast in the depth
and imagine the shaking of quakes on earth,
we must understand                                                                                                         
that the coming revival is beyond us,
it's beyond our thoughts to ride as a horse,
it is deeper than we see,
not even the oceans will stop this love,                                                                
accrued to man than the sea.

It is almost here.
It is the true revival experience,
an experience that conquers every fear.

It is his revival of love!
I hope you tend your heart towards it                                                                  
because if you don't, it will break you.
Love is the ultimate revival.
You haven't seen anything like its arrival
not ever, but soon it will come.

22 Sword of Heroes
Vicky Wonders



23 Sword of Heroes
Vicky Wonders

IF I BE YOUR LORD

Lord: If I be your Lord,                                                                                                
you wouldn't nail me with strife and disdain,                                                           
whilst you call my work a pain for your gains.

Girl: I don't get you Lord, but you re my Lord.

Lord: If I be your Lord,                                                                                           
you would not paint my walls with scorn                                                                    
and scratch your horn with a harsh sun.                                                                      

Girl: I still don't get you Lord. Aren't you my Lord?

Lord: If I be your Lord,                                                                                                   
why spell my word as nought,                                                                                                          
and tie your heart against the truth of my word?

Girl: You speak endless parables my Lord.                                                                             
I spell your word, I keep your word,                                                                                        
I share your word,                                                                                                        
I love your word and I do your word, Lord

Lord: In your strength you pursue me,                                                                              
you forget there is only little your strength can see.                                          
(Silence)

Lord: Aren't you tired?

Girl: (Sobbing) I am, Lord. I am tired.                                                                
 I can't bear the endless works                                                                                     

that seem a waste to my bones.                                                                                 
My eyes are shutting down,                                                                                      
my ears re sickening, my mouth can barely speak.                                                 
The more I try to see, the less I see.                                               
Lord: You have failed in your heart.                                                                    
You have made works your strength.                                                                  
You have made worries, self, and esteem your Lord.                                                           
You coin your ways and make them my ways,                                                        
you spur your light and call it my light,                                                                   

and you feed your eyes with a world so blind,                                                  
sparing my word that can help you see.

Girl: (falls at his feet) I am sorry.                                                                           
Forgive me, Lord.                                                                                                            
What can I do, when my heart is so weary, Lord?



24 Sword of Heroes
Vicky Wonders

Lord: Leave all and give me all.                                                                         
Stand tall but never fail to fall at my feet.                                                                
Make me your shift, make me your lift.                                                                 
Let me be your shield and field. 

Make me your Lord.
If worry, pain, anger, strife,                                                                             
disdain, and troubles be all you see,                                                                              
how then will your heart see me?
If I be! If only you will let me be! (Turns to leave)

Girl: (Crying out loud and runs to his feet in pain) Lord,                                              
you re mine forever. You re Lord over my life.                                                                   
I let you be, I let you in.                                                                                                 
Don't let me waste, Lord.                                                                                                 
Don't let me go astray.

(Light fades as he picks her up)



RECKLESS LOVE

This is the story of a lady                                                                                        
who is head over heels in love with a man                                                             
she daily voices before her clan.

As days grew, and the sun rose,
Everything and anything                                                                                             
that dared to separate her                                                                                                
from the love of her life, she froze.

"This must be madness", the earth lamented.
"Beyond madness, this must be stupidity", the waters spoke.
"No! This is sanity, this is life, and this is truth. 

This is fire!” The words of fire                                                                                   
tickled my bones with a raving smoke.                                                                   
Deep down, I knew this was reckless love.                                                            
A love that burns with the heat of fire                                                                     
and bleeds my heart to a stupor                                                                                   
that senselessly yields and follows                                                                        
without questioning it's sense or folly.

I may have lost it,                                                                                                           
but I cannot stop now, not now when the only fire                                            
burning in my heart is his love.

This love that has become the sanity of my madness,                                      
the strength of my weakness, the help of my helplessness,                               
the hope of my hopelessness,                                                                                        
the prudence of my recklessness, and the fire of my fire.

His warm embrace and touch so tender                                                                        
has become my horse to ride,
His caressing words, my light to see,                                                                             
and my feet to stride.
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This fire burning in my heart                                                                                        
this hour tells me he is here
I can feel his breathe
His gentle voice echoes in my heart,
His footsteps are a delight to my bones,
His presence is my reverence and preference.

I acknowledge his presence right now                                                                                
and would like you to meet my lover and friend.
A friend to a thousand enemies and a lover of all,
The one true reason my heart burns deeply                                                                   
with an unquenchable fire, the keeper of my heart...
He is the King of all.
He is Jesus!
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THE HISTORY OF BEAUTY

Ever wondered why beauty eludes the mind                                                                    
of many amid the troubles of dungeons?                                                               
Well, beyond the mind's gimmicks,
to rule out ugly thoughts to the last.

We are tired of minds that form negative meditation,
like gongs, they beat drums of local depression.
They forget that Joy is all they need                                                                             
for breakthrough manifestations.

Look! It's time to rejoice                                                                                                   
and accept the beauty that you are
In the likeness of the star of all stars,                                                                                        
you were formed.
So don't get stormed                                                                                                               
in the beats of ugly storms.
You have deep beauty,
solidified in deep love.
This great love of great worth,                                                                                   
great joy, and great abundance                                                                                  
is the history of your beauty.
So live by it with all dignity
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THE PAGES OF WONDERS

Like the scrolls you roll,                                                                                        
You have a page of wonders,                                                                                             
It is your call to shine,                                                                                                              
It is your call to yonder.

The page of wonders is your page                                                                                 
To show forth a movement                                                                                              
In a world filled with resentment,                                                                                  
But desires to see figments and firmaments,                                                               
That paint signs and wonders.

The page of wonders is an illusion,                                                                                    
Or better still a delusion,                                                                                                   
That will never understand your script of wonders,
even with the wildest imagination, Until it truly 
connects                                                                                                           
to the God of signs and wonders.

The page of wonders is a mystery,                                                                                    
That requires your mastery, Absolute conformity,                                                        
And loyalty to His majesty. 
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THE SAGA OF WORSHIP!

The lullaby of worship has come with a cry.                                                      
Sleeping songs are sleeping tunes of sleeping giants.                                                 
But the heart of worship is in the spirit of man,
not in the belly of rivers.

True worship is an awakening of mortals,
yet a dancing drum to immortals.                                                                                        
Hear the sounds of true worship                                                                                     
and beat your soul to wake up!

Awake! O, heart that sleeps.
Awake with trumpets of worship!
Sleep not as a feasting sheep.
Hear thy shepherd and yield to his voice.
His gentle voice is calling out 

for your deep and sound worship                                                                                                 
in spirit and in truth.                                                                                                        
This is the Saga of Sound Worship!!!
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THE BEAUTY OF YOU!

I have seen the beauty of lands,                                                                                                 
up about with winds of sands,                                                                                    
jumping around terrains,                                                                                                 
cause they pledge by no small domain,                                                                               
and call the course of your land their main gain.

Why, I ask?

The answer is the charm of four words                                                                              
The beauty of you!

Haven't you seen the beauty of you?                                                                                     
It is beyond the ewe that seems true and new.

You are different,                                                                                                                   
and it doesn't matter what strikes at length,                                                                         
you will see the new dawn, and call your star the Don.

Permit the heavens of the heavenlies                                                                                  
to train you through your emerging course                                                                           
It is a heavenly call, I hope you stand tall,                                                                       
and never accept a fall.
                                                                                                    
Allow Him show you the path, All the way.                                                                           
it is the way of light. It is the way so right.                                                                                 
it is the way to destiny. It is the beauty of you
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THE DAY I MET YOU

I am a man of gold,
born in a world so cold.
I thought I could walk on the streets of gold                                                                    
and smile real bold,
but then I found a devastating cold,
that ate my smile and desire to stand bold.
And all the melody of gold                                                                                                            
did I throw in the deepest valley                                                                                 
of a river unworthy to unfold my form.

Then I met you,
I met you in the midst of a few,
that said I was a man due for Heaven's morning dew.
I thought it was madness,
but they picked at my sadness,
and deep down I knew my malady                                                                              
was worse than the madness                                                                                         
running through their veins to make ease my pains.

As the few introduced me to you,
I gave up the spew.
Right at your feet,
I spewed the emptiness, darkness,                                                                     
weariness, bitterness, and silence                                                                                        
that has long wrecked my being,
leaving me to dine with waste in the world's bin.

Oh! The day I met you,
I spewed it all,
to answer your call,
and blind folded the fall,
that almost ate me to nought.
Oh! I am so thankful for the day I met you.
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SHEKINAH'S STORY!

Shekinah's story,
your sweet burning fire is the grill of a sweet story.
One, our hearts would tell in thousand years to come.                                                
A thousand and one words would never be enough                                           
to count the description and inscriptions of your history.
Such great history, alive in reality,                                                                                   
and in the future of eternity.

Solely, do our hearts embrace your cuddles,
As we are formed daily with your fire,
our hearts burning ever white,
our desires radiant with your deep light,
and our strength, an immense passion of your might.

Let your fire burn,
let its heat be our heart's sun,
let your people never run,
from your consuming fire that burns hot,
Yet revives the cold and luke warm                                                                        
to burns greater than deep waters,
causing the earnest revival of Christ,                                                                                    
a sudden appearance.

Let your fire set to shake the earth                                                                            
pour down, Lord
Let down your word,
That burns and turns                                                                                                           
the earth away from her gnashing blast.

We need such great fire to never tire, Lord!
Shekinah, your story is the replica of holy.
Make your word a threshold                                                                                                    
of fire to melt every heart for your kingdom, Lord!
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TRUE TO YOU!

The me you see
Is like a seal full of zeal.
Many times, there is a war to bill,
Yet, I 'm too full to buy the dress worn with a dull feel.

I am a true picture of truth.
I never wear the gaze of fake, brute, or rude,
because I stand true and blue to my sky and hood.

Times may be a slay away,
Yet I never sly nor tear away.
My bones are ever strong to never break,
my world is ever wrong to dare my dream a break.
My hands refuse such a cold shake.

Because by origin, I am a pillar,
I am a leader true to the race,
Ever ready to run God's race,
and rule with his icing on the cake.

So don't worry, neither feel sorry.
I can't be less than yours truly,
Cos I see how you refine me deeply.
Against all odds.

Lord, I am ever yours truly.
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THE BEAUTY OF A WOMAN WHO CAN 
RESIST?

The power of a woman, who can desist?
She is the eyes of her world,
Watching to protect all from a fall.

She is the bearer of the seed,
The pruner of the weed.
The lover of the universe,
And preacher of earth's gracious verse.

Her softness is her undoing,
Yet it turns her world to her.
Her emotions is the flora                                                                                            
of the ground's tower.

Who can deny this that you are?
So powerful and bright as the star.
You re the lyrics of the purple lights 

of true love, strength, and joy.

The cause of your light, amidst                                                                                
the earthly plight,
Is a wonder to ponder.

Yet, we shall celebrate your                                                                                      
worth as a woman,
Your beauty as a mother.
Your love is the nation's power.

This is my heart felt song to your heart.
Oh! Its a song only the heart                                                                                            
will hear and understand

The power of a woman, who can desist?
She is the eyes of her world,
Watching to protect all from a fall.

She is the bearer of the seed,
The pruner of the weed.
The lover of universe,
And preacher of earth's gracious verse.
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Her softness is her undoing,
Yet it turns her world to her.
Her emotions is the flora                                                                                                        
of the ground's tower.

Who can deny this that you are?
So powerful and bright as the star.
You re the lyrics of the purple lights                                                                                       
of true love, strength and joy.

The cause of your light, amidst                                                                                          
the earthly plight,
Is a wonder to ponder.

Yet, we shall celebrate your                                                                                       
worth as a woman,
Your beauty as a mother.
Your love is the nation's power.

This is my heart felt song to your heart.
Oh! Its a song only the heart                                                                                             
will hear and understand
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White Heat

The blue sky                                                                                                               
amid the golden sun                                                                                            
has has become my heat to meet

My bridge, Scorched with salient sweats,                                                                                                
Is a fierce wind I dare not to scratch,                                                                         
From the cone of pain to the bone of peace,                                                                  
Yet I dare not celebrate His master piece,

The days I have bled, days I have mourned,                                                                   
he erased it all and gave me his heat,                                                                           
he dressed my heart with his love,                                                                              
and overwhelmed me with deep affection,                                                                
one, I truly call, my white heat.
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Her Strength!

Her strength is the roaring wind of the night                                                                        
Africa, her brawling call of might,                                                                          
Bottled up in the bloodstream of valour,                                                                   
Her wealth has become her true colour.
'Raise no empathy on this apathy!'                                                                                
That justifies itself to seize her strength,                                                                                
with black strikes of politics.

To what do the white owe the black?                                                                      
When the black's savage is a call against her black                                                    
Wake up! In her strength, we shall soar.                                                                   
In her colour, we shall glow                                                                                        
Why torment the threshold of her worth?

Let her dust be thy dust,                                                                                                      
Her call be your call                                                                                                           
Her strength, your strength,                                                                                               
Her word, your word

For in togetherness, we shall harness,                                                                                
the strength of Africa.
In division, we shall break the glory she pours.                                                                   
Let her black beauty of peace speak,                                                                                               
that we may reach our peak.
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AFRICA! THE PRONOUNCED MOTHER

Africa! My pronounced mother!                                                                                     
At ease is my heart, for you never make me bother.                                                    
Africa! A replica of the word: 'great'.                                                                             
So proud am I to be born of your state.                                                                            
The waters of the stream that flows by day,                                                              
Can testify to this; that I say.

Look! Here, is the smiling face of Africa,                                                                          
So rich in diaspora!                                                                                                                        
It is an honour to pronounce you a great mother,                                                                       
For you I can tell; has stood strong amidst storms,                                                               
You have dogged out gold amidst worms.                                                                                      
You have grown like a tree,                                                                                                  
With branches, stems, roots, fruits at your bosom,                                                  
This, I can see. 

Sweet Africa, your wheel is the drive of,                                                                                
the energy of tomorrow,                                                                                                     
the beauty of years to come;                                                                                            
for you have shown lands your true essence,                                                                 
this cannot be denied by my sixth sense.                                                                       
Our eyes have seen that your bend is not your end.

How you have lingered on,                                                                                               
How you have strived on,                                                                                                         
How you have moved on,                                                                                               
Amid rainstorms,  
                                                                                                          
How great!                                                                                                                              
If I were to be born into the world again,                                                                                     
In your womb, will I remain.                                                                                              
For a fruitful mother as you,                                                                                      
I must say; can only be found in a few.                                                        
Nevertheless, her lands should be at rest,                                                        
Knowing the strength of Africa is adorned with zest.
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THE LEGEND… AFRICA!
Africa, the brainstorm of aesthetics,                                                                                 
The legend of continents,                                                                                             
The true strength of culture amid politics,                                                              
The dynamics of eminent.

 Africa!  Mother of my heart,                                                                                                   
I have known you                                                                                                                   
from the day you bore me in your womb.                                                                      
I have loved you and adorned                                                                                     
your beautiful black blood that flows in my veins. 

The blood of your sweat,                                                                                                
The sweat of your works,                                                                                               
The works of your worth,                                                                                             
The worth of your lands.
 
Africa, I salute your strength,                                                                                          
celebrate your beauty, and magnify your unity.                                                          
You re the continental gold, continents call an icon.                                                 
You re my world, our world, and with you                                                                
every nation in Africa will soar with wings                                                          
that mount up as eagles.

I love Africa                                                                                                                             
God bless Africa!                                                                                                                
All hail Africa! All hail Africa! All hail Africa!                                                                
The true legend of continents
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NIGERIA AT THIS AGE

Nigeria, at this age,                                                                                                                  
is proudly at her mid – stage,                                                                                                  
with so much written on her page.                                                                                       
The brand “Nigeria” is grand.                                                                                   
Though, it struggles to stand.                                                                                           
She is still adored by the African land.

Nigeria in her fifties,                                                                                                           
has a million stories to tell.                                                                                         
Some, to make you yell.                                                                                                
Some might add wrinkles to your cells,                                                                        
Or perhaps ring a bell.                                                                                                    
And there are a few that will make you repel.

But, however it seems,                                                                                                   
Nigeria, in itself is far beyond strong.                                                                            
So don't worry, she will live long.                                                                                   
And give us reasons to applaud                                                                                     
her victory and glory,                                                                                                             
In spite of her story.                                                                                                                             
So, Nigerians, believe it is well,                                                                                           
And never cast out a spell,                                                                                          
because Nigeria in her fifties                                                                                        
have scored some goals,                                                                                                             
And like the owls,                                                                                                                             
We keep keeping on.
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TRUST
Sitting on a bent stool,                                                                                                      
With a mood begging to be understood.                                                                    
Clinging to a fat wood of childhood,                                                                               
Yet, fixing my ears to talks like;                                                                                   
“trust! People who show u love should be shown trust”.                                                 
And to myself, I say; “oh! Stop playing the fool”.

Some say you have to give in to trust,                                                                                  
Yet, in their eyes, you see cold and mistrust.                                                            
Some stand bold to preach love,                                                                                  
Yet they fold their arms with a breach of love.                                                             
Some search for broken pieces in the heart,                                                                         
Only to pat to help patch.                                                                                                    
Or tell you words like; “don't worry, it will be fine”.                                            
Sometimes, its nothing but a mere whine.                                                                       

Some say; “sorry”!                                                                                                           
When it only means the irony!
Here is what I want to ask,                                                                                                
Who do we trust?                                                                                                            
What can we trust?                                                                                                                      
Don't you think finding the answer is a big task?

Because I can't trust my bent stool.                                                                                      
It can cause me to fall.                                                                                                             
I can't trust my health or wealth,                                                                                             
It can fail or melt.                                                                                                                      
I can't trust self-principles or self-rules,                                                                     
Cause, they can fail me                                                                                                         
or keep things lesser than cool.                                                                                                 
I can't take your word for word,                                                                                     
Cause, it can either pass or fail its world.

Hmm! Trust should be carefully travelled by,                                                                         
Or it might colour the heart with a bad dye.                                                                   
For, I was led to trust. But, forced to mistrust.                                                               
And at a time, I really needed a friend,                                                                                                  
Betrayal was all I ate.
All of these words is not to cut your trust in trust.                                                            
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But to make you understand one thing;                                                                 
'there is no better trust than the trust in God'.                                                           
This, I have seen.
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The Tie!
After strolling through a path mild and wild,                                                               
I wrote the tale of a pen and book ruled by a tie.                                                
Beneath the tale was the smoke of tears,                                                                         
I thought I should tell,                                                                                                                     
hence my faith be smeared with fears.                                                                                  

I had long snapped my heart with rabbled tales.                                                                          
Now I wish it never was to me as sharp blades,                                                                  
Waiting to cut me to nought.                                                                                               
Then he came and me, he bought

With his love and blood,                                                                                                             
That I may know and grow                                                                                                                
To see and fill,                                                                                                                                  
All he ever was, is, and still is                                                                                                      
So loud, the bird rocked the sky,                                                                                                        
To break the pen of my book's tie.                                                                                            
With me, he started a new tie,                                                                                                                 
A tie sweeter than meat pie.

My heart is rebuilt with love                                                                                        
and baptized with the tie of his fire.
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HEROES OF TOMORROW!!!
We're the heroes of tomorrow,                                                                                            
and must bring to play our show.                                                                                       
For the Heavens and earth to dance to,                                                                    
Whilst we celebrate hitherto.
I 'm amazed by this.                                                                                                               
Has your mind forgotten the many filled with diseases?                                              
Some, so dry to the bones, living like mere stones.                                                       
With flesh, yes! But empty life,                                                                                           
Waiting to be cut off by a knife.

(Laughs)
I 'm in shock of this that you speak.                                                                                
Have u suddenly gone sick?                                                                                                             
For god sake where is your faith?                                                                                           
Oh! Perhaps you have given it up to life's fate?                                                                        
Is it not at a time as this                                                                                                                        
that you should hold on to His word?                                                                                 
And stretch to live in its accord.

(Mad)
Rubbish! You speak nothing                                                                                                 
but madness.                                                                                                                    
My drive is hopeless.                                                                                                                  
I can't see what u see.                                                                                                               
I 'm drowning in the sea.                                                                                                                                   
Do u know what that means?                                                                                                      
Do u have the slightest idea                                                                                                  
what it means to be born                                                                                  
suffering from the days of your teens?                                                                                                  
Ah! Nah! You know not.                                                                                                    
And like lots, you can't even                                                                                          
place the dot.

(Calm)
What has come over you?                                                                                               
We are amongst the chosen few,                                                                                 
that should earnestly seek God,                                                                                   
Live and believe in His word.                                                                                      
Stand strong through trying times,                                                                        
Knowing it can never break us like limes.                                                                    
Again, I ask, where is your faith?
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My bones are sick, and God,                                                                                                
my heart, cannot seek.                                                                                                                  
I 'm not sure I can continue with this race,                                                                                                
I 'm sure He has taken away His grace.
What! How dare you spit such out of your mouth?                                                  
Because, I 'm dying. (Tears) My heart is failing.                                                                     
My mind is sore with weakness                                                                                             
My head aches in tiredness. All hope seems lost,                                                                           
And faith now like mere dust,                                                                                                  
My world is almost blind to beauty.                                                                                               
Let me speak with honesty,                                                                                                                      
I do not see a tomorrow,                                                                                                           
let alone being a hero. (Laughs hysterically)                                                                                                      
(Sober) My life is nothing but zero.
And guess what?                                                                                                                         
I 've lived a huge part of my life looking up to 
God, and I think it's time I broke the cord.
Hmm! Trouble, I smell trouble.                                                                                             
U seem to have forgotten how he picked you                                                                 
from nowhere to somewhere.                                                                                            
He raised you, trained you,                                                                                                
and brought you out of a burning furnace                                                                             
of a nobody to a somebody.                                                                                                     
And for just some challenge                                                                                                            
or challenges, u deny your maker?                                                                                  
You dare to break your believes and call him a 
liar?                                                          
You allow vanity and strife to turn hot to cold.                                                               
And tough times to bend you out of being bold.                                                            
Whilst you wallow in shame, pity,                                                                        
bitterness, hopelessness, depression,                                                                         
frustration, disease within and without, pain, and  
pieces.
How can you allow your tongue swallow its 
praises?                                                                                     
How can you even permit                                                                                                      
the father of thieves to steal away your joy?                                                                         
And play with your faith like a toy?

Now listen and listen good.                                                                                                   
Tough times cannot kill my love, joy,                                                                                
faith and praise in God.                                                                                                        
They cannot end my world.                                                                                           
They cannot stop you and I                                                                                           
from being the heroes of tomorrow.                                                                              
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And no matter the heaps of problems                                                                                
that sometimes causes sorrow                                                                                        
We must never forget a God, mighty in 
battle,                                                                   
A God that can never let His own end like 
mere cattle.                                                       
A God, greater than every problem,                                                                                
Bigger than every lion's den,                                                                                         
Super than every arrow
A God of yesterday, today, and tomorrow.                                                                          
Ah! How can u even think of letting Him 
go?                                                                  
At a time when you should stand on your 
toe.                                                          
And awaken the days of great praises.                                                                                
Do you not know in your praises, He raises?

Arise, o ye Heroes and praise my God,                                                                            
the giver of life, the keeper of life,                                                                                      
the owner of life. He has kept you this long                                                                      
for a purpose. So cover your hopes and 
praise                                                               
with His umbrella. Because, Its not over 
until it is over.                                                       
God has not started with you yet.                                                                                             
He will raise pillars from your nest.                                                                                    
So long you do not stand among the many 
chosen,                                                            
that only end up like a raven.

Fight to become an hero                                                                                                        
that would be crowned and celebrated.                                                                                      
Do not give up to the wicked. It's too late to 
give up                                                      
You have come this far not to give up, but to 
triumph.                                             
And at this hour, I want you to forget 
everything                                                        
that seems sour, and praise God heartily,
For verily, His peace and Grace, He leaves 
with u and I                                 
as we journey in this beautiful race,                                                                                    
As heroes of today and tomorrow.
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MY NEW WORLD
If I take a stroll from the earth to the mars,                                                              
maybe I would see a lighter world, with no scars.                                                   
Maybe I will hear little of vein names, I am called.
Watching my bones break with worry,                                                                               
Is enough pain to keep me feeling funny.                                                                
What is more than never feeling sorry?                                                                                    
In a state that seems pretty cunny.
Waking up again,                                                                                                                      
To the embrace of the rain,                                                                                               
seems a smile for a day,                                                                                                               
to another, a blessing to stay.
And now, it's a new world,                                                                                                  
My new world! My new life,                                                                                          
With the heavens fighting away strife.                                                                                      
Surely, I will smile, with dignity and style.                                                            
Knowing, I am alive again.                                                                                        
Amidst the storming beats of life,                                                                                  
I still beat and breathe life.
This peace, I now know,                                                                                                         
Is one place where my heart will ever glow.

48 Sword of Heroes
Vicky Wonders



VICTORY FIGHTER!

The bone of contention                                                                                                
is that you were born to a light                                                                                       
that transcends every darkness.                                                                                            
In the twists of battles, you were born,                                                                          
yet you curbed each fight with your light.                                                                            
In the most solemn ways,                                                                                                                              
you ruled the heart of solitude,                                                                                                    
and cuddled peace amidst fights.                                                                                               
As a light with might mightier than scorning mites,                                                                    
you have shown an exemplary worth                                                                                  
like your father in heaven would applaud.                                                                           
As different as you may be from a world                                                                              
that understands not your plight, 

you are a rock and a bone of flesh to the empty,                                                                                 
a sound of truth to the cold ears                                                                                                             
and a shadow of love to the stifled.                                                                                            
I celebrate your born. 

You are ever a victory fighter.                                                                                                              
One that never gives up so easily                                                                                     
but ravels in mysteries                                                                                               
to win every fight within and without.                                                                                      
You re a rock to your world. 

Keep holding on, never looking back                                                                           
but pressing on towards                                                                                        
your perfect dance in God.

I love you but God loves you more.                                                                               
More years to come, more songs to be sung,                                                
more joy to pour upon your oil,                                                                                
more abundance to unravel
Keep soaring high!
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LYING LIES

The traces of truth 
is in the places we plant its root.
Not everybody believes truth.
Some live and believe a lie.
They have chosen to live in the fantasy of lies.
They forget that in reality, it dies.
Look, like the hair detest lice,
So does the air despise lies.
For it makes no man,
Rather it mars men like a rusted can.
You may think this is a joke,
Until u experience the bitter taste of lies, 
when it has dried up its taste of coke.
Even the wind calls a lie a hook,
That can only be gladly shed by a crook
Don't give me that confused look,
I 'm not here to play with words 
like pot and spoon is played with by a cook.

Lies are like a slow poisonous death,
That respects no certificate or birth.
They can sting,
And live you to dance and sing,
of its pains and empty gains to all.
Yes! Its like a call.
A gospel to preach,
to make hell a place men would reach.

Lies spare no one,
Yet they use a spear to make the blind, 
void of insight, see he has won.
How funny!
Life can indeed be cunny,
When you lack God's wisdom.
And choose the caressing words 
of disguised Gomorah 
or perhaps, Sodom.

50 Sword of Heroes
Vicky Wonders



This is not for u to criticize,
But to realize,
That lies would kill u,
before u say adieu.
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LET IT BE
Strolling in my loneliness does not help,
Yet I tell myself,
 “Let it be''.

Smiling in the lands like an Island,
Beats my stand, 
with hurts on the inside,
Still, I say; let it be.

Hunting for wild animals and clearing the bush,
With one tool, and one body of me alone,
is cheer madness,
Yet, my bell rings...... let it be.

Striving on the lonely grounds,
With hungry wolves eating at me,
People wanting to reach me,
To pour a hand of help,
Still, my mouth cries...... “Let it be.”

Hmm!!! For how long would we let it be?
The broom stick questions thee.
Whilst the wind holds it's breathe.
because, even when God calls out, to reach us.
We still say, let it be.
It is a no wonder, so many lives 
keep going down to square one,
And back to where it started from,
Cause, all we ever do is, let it be.
Beware of the things you let be.
Don't ever accept the comfort of mediocrity. 
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STANDING TRUE
When men come to me in the bid to see,
I ask them one question:
“What do you want to see?”
“I want to see who I am and why I am”
Some would say.
Every time I hear this, I have one thing to say.
Are you true to yourself?
You must know what your truth is 
to know who you are and why you are
People who lead fake lives 
never find who they are
It is a scam and a blend of sham.
They can barely explain their destination or direction,
Cause they are stocked with their confusion.
Many times, it is a pity to watch such cruelty,
Yet, what can we do?
Can true help be given to a man 
who is never true to receive true help?
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WHAT IS CLASS?

It's high time we fetched water from the root.
Permit me to wear this Wellington boot,
Rotten and long forgotten.
I do this for my people 
that are aggravated by the word 'class'
For this very word, I am flabbergasted to the last.

A few days ago, while I jogged along the street,
A young man, dressed in nice Gucci,
Got down from a lovely car,
And his words hit me like a wonder.
He was obviously talking to a car dealer.
Hence his words were like that of a feeler
“It is people like you with no class 
that force people like us 
to dissociate from classless individuals,
Whereas some only need a little push 
to become better individuals.”

What? 
Those were a scorpion's sting to my ears.
But for the chant “mind your business,”
My first instinct was to pull out his long beards.
Didn't he have any atom of respect?
Is 'class' a display of disrespect?
The dealer's face seemed still and quiet.
He probably was honouring 
the rule 'customer is king'

As I walked past them both,
My gaze fixed on the road,
I had just one question to ask,
Please, what is class?  
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SHOES YOU WEAR
 
DEVA: Excuse me, can I have a dance? 
I can see you have on your dancing shoes. 
So, why don't we have a dance if it is worth the chance?

LADY: Dance? 
Give you a chance? 
No way, my dancing shoes are not for fun 
but for praise to His grace.

DEVA: (Laughs) Who says?

LADY: I say. Heaven says, 
and I pour my all to God's call, 
standing tall, never to fall, 
and raising my praise like never before.

DEVA: Oh! You would be sorry at your story 
because I see the shoes you wear, 
shaking heels of worry and fear.

LADY: What?

DEVA: Yeah, I know because I see your heart 
drop loud tears, year by year. 
Come to my world, I will give you a name, 
kill your every shame, 
feed the world with your fame, 
and feed your need with all it desires.

LADY: Never! And I mean ever! 
Forget it because it would never happen. 
I will rather choose to dance with God forever. 
He is bigger, greater, stronger, 
and wiser than the devil you are. 
His way is my way no matter 
what comes my way 
and his word is definitely the final say 
of my life everyday.

DEVA: Oh stop! This is confusion, 
you have to wake up from your delusion, my lady. 
I speak reality and not some fantasy. 
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Can't you see? 
Be my ally and I shall give you what you like.

LADY: I, your ally? You lie. 
Your words are like bereave I cannot believe, 
but I feel relieved because they will die and run dry 
as I pour my cry to God who never fails, 
but prevails. He will keep me going strong 
with no wrong. 
And you know what? 
I am going to fight this fight of faith 
through the day and the night, 
the sun and the rain, 
and I shall shine in God's great light, 
so keep your dance.

DEVA: I will bring you down to a frown 
and make waste your shining crown. 
Don't make a fool of me. No, no, don't you dare!

LADY: Your words are like a fool 
that can never swim in my pool, 
so, I refuse all of your offerings 
because in them are great sufferings. 
I know my God! 
And hey, has anyone ever told you 
of the beauty that springs forth 
in the lives of those that know my God? 
I am not sure, so I am going to tell you. 
They that know my God, 
they shall stand strong and not go wrong,
they shall run and not be weary, 
walk and not faint, but keep moving on, 
they will keep standing strong, 
and keep fighting on till the end. 
So, get behind me, Satan.

DEVA GROWLS
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SHOES YOU WEAR 2
The Dancing Shoes

DEVA: (Whistles)
Soft background sound
DEVA: (Soft tone) Hmm! 
Check out her dancing shoes,
As she slides into the walk way.
I hope it doesn't sway to a fall.
Cause I am about to do a call. (Smiles)
(Fade out)

DEVA: Excuse me, Excuse me, may I have a dance?

LADY: Oh! Really? You bet you always never get a chance.

DEVA: We have been through this once, 
so if we try this one time, we wouldn't hurt a fly.

LADY: I see you never give up on putting man to a fall.
Ever ready to end a call for your course.
Hence, with you, I dare not to dance.

DEVA: You seem to me so shy. 
So why not we start by making you an ally.

LADY: Me? (Chuckles) An ally! To you, a sly?
Funny!
(Snaps her fingers before his face)
(Serious tone)Wake up from your dreams 
and get behind me, Deva.
We can never be even.

DEVA: (soft tone) Let me be the dance to calm your songs 
and the falcon of your drums.
I need you to know that you need me 
to ease your pain and crown your smile with treasures.
Just one dance, my lady.

LADY: My vineyard is before me,
and you come to me with your sway?
I dare not be blind by your tricks.
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DEVA: (laughs hysterically) Glide on like a 
gazelle 
on a mountain of poor spices, but soon, I will be 
back!

LADY: I know, but you will be fired!
Cos I am white in God's light
and you, (pauses) you are ever black and dark!
And I will never dance or rot in your darkness!
(Shouts)
So get away from me!
(Sharp cloud sound)

DEVA SNARLS



SHOES YOU WEAR 3
(The Lady is in pain and is sobbing silently)

Deva: You still wait?
Your dancing shoes are unused?
Twice now, I have pleaded at your feet 
to ease your songs of worry, 
pain, bitterness, depression, and aggression.
Twice, I have asked you, my lady, for just one dance.
Wouldn't you give your tears a chance 
to embrace my warm dance
that heals every pain and spreads the beauty of gain?

Deva: One dance, my lady 
and I shall pour you the smiles and treasures of the earth. 
The earth shall be your footstool 
and the heavens your colt to ride on.
(He kneels on one leg, squats with the other and stretches 
his hand towards her. She stands up to look closely into his 
eyes, then walks into his embracing song, whilst he 
smilingly and calmly holds her).

Deva: (Soft tone) I am about to change your life forever, 
my lady.

Lady: (Speaks within): Forgive me Lord, 
I have waited so long to ease my song. 
Permit me this one dance to appease my soul.

Deva: (shouts): Let my music begin!
(A blue song is played at the background, whilst a devilish 
and loud laughter roars in the air).
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SHOES YOU WEAR 4
A cool blue song is played at the background as the dance goes 
on. Suddenly, it fades, laughter roars louder as echoes of a crying 
maiden is heard

Lady: (sober) You are hurting me, let go of me.

Deva: You must think I am a fool 
to let you slip out of my hands so easily. 
I have waited these long years 
to drown your beauty tears in the well of hell. 
Alas! I have you now! (Laughter)

Lady: (Aggressive) I will not let you, 
I will fight. (Shouts) Send me my sword, Lord!!!!
(A sword drops at her feet, Deva stretches his hands to get his. 
Sounds of swords are heard as the fight begins)

Lady: Ye though, I walk through the valley of the shadow of 
death, 
I fear no evil, for God is with me, 
his rod and his staff is my comfort. 
(Sound of swords) A thousand shall fall at my side, 
ten thousand at my right side 
but it shall not come near me. 

Deva: (Laughs): I am closer to you 
than your eyes can see.

Lady: You may have sprung up, 
so close for a moment, 
but soon you will be as far as dead. 
The sun shall not smite me by day 
nor the moon by night. 
The multitude of stars in the sky and the sands 
by the seashore shall swallow your hunt.
(Sound of swords)
Deva: You have embraced my spell and well of riches. 
(Shouts) I am your Lord, so drop your sword.
(Sound of swords)
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Lady: (Shouts) You can never be my Lord! 
By the authority bestowed upon me in Christ, 
I terminate your devouring plans. 
By the blood of Jesus, 
I break every tie with you now!
(His sword breaks and falls)

Deva: Let me live, please. I give up this fight.
(She holds her sword before his face. 
He holds up his hands in surrender
 and gradually walks back, his eyes closely on her. 
When he seemed far enough, 
he runs as fast as he could)
Sounds of shoes as he runs

Deva: (Loud echoes) I always come back,
I never give up!!!



SHOES YOU WEAR 5
Dance of love
The Lady looks and feels dirty, 
as she sobs on her knees in pains. 
Her sword lying beside her.

Lady: (Sober) I am sorry Lord. I am so sorry 
to have imagined that there is an alternative way 
to ease off the burdens of my soul.
You truly are the only way, Jesus! 
No one can take your place, Lord. 
Please forgive my stupidity and disobedience. 
I should have known better 
than to cast my cares upon another. 
(Crying) I shouldn't have dared 
to leave the waiting room. 
Forgive me, lord. 
Don't let me go Lord! (Crying and sniffing)

Lord: (Soft and gentle tone) I am here! 
I am still here, my child.

(She exclaims with a deep breathe in shock and turns to look at her 
master)

Lady: (Whispers) Master!

Lady: (Enthused by his presence and bows at his feet in 
repentance) 
My Lord, my master, my father, 
my husband, and everything. 
(Sobs with her hair cleaning off her tears on his feet) 
I adorn your presence, 
you re my essence. 
Feed my soul with the warmth of your love, 
that I may forget the hunts of my blunder. 
(Crying at his feet)

Lord: I see them no more. 
You have been cleansed and redeemed 
from the walls of sin and darkness. 
See them no more!
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Lady: (Crying) Thank you so much Lord! 
Thank you father.

Lord: (Holds her shoulder) 
Rise up and dance in my light again, 
that thy light may shine before the earth
and the glory of the Lord may be pronounced 
and announced within and without.

Lady: Teach me your dance afresh Lord. 
Let me grip your dance with a heart
that burns with your fire, 
as I walk in your light, 
day and night. Help me lord! 
(She bows before him)

Lord: Acknowledge me in all thy ways, 
that I may daily teach you 
the splendour of my dance 
in a world cruel with its stance.
She embraces him
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THE MANAGER
He stands tall in his lane,
His words, an epitome of sweet trust,
Yet, a plunge of lies,
And subtle snares.
Like a mad man, he rakes,
Commanding respect from lakes,
Still, he denies rationality its essence,
And forces us to call him 'the manager'.
When the obvious remains true to us,
He is clueless.

Who can describe a manager who cheats, beats, sighs, and 
lies?
His management must be a combination of fallacy and 
malady.
I bet you do not know the essence of this,
It is simple…

Don't be a manager of lies,
Nor an industrious cheat with cunny ties.
It pays to be true to the heart.
Men are gifts to the earth,
So don't treat them like waste bins,
When in essence, they are human beings.
Manage resources, manage emotions, 
manage gifts, talents, and intellects, 
manage reality plus humanity,
Manage them all well.
Or you would come running down to a fraternity,
That would definitely question your sanity and maturity.
Be a great manager!
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ENGAGED
Whilst the ring came on my fingers,
I thought I should smile.
While his smile stopped my thoughts,
I thought I would die.
And when he confessed so much love,
I lost my words for a while.

What happened afterwards is a shock to my bones,
He denied my worth,
And stood me up.
Though we were engaged for long,
Yet, I knew him not.
Betrayer of all times,
He was the spade of my blade.
He knew how to keep me prayed
Oh! Foolishness, how you kept me blind to the truth.

Now, I have found the bone of my bones,
My heart throb and cold stone
The truth of my worth,
And I can only be truly pleased to have found.
Wisdom! Husband of today, tomorrow, and forever.
Let thy ring never depart from my finger.
Being engaged to you has saved me 
from a thousand and one mess
You have become the base of my decisions,
And the mother of my actions.
I am sold to our engagement for life.
I am thankful I found you, 
and thankful we are engaged.
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UPGRADE
Elevate!
It is time to change your paradigm,
And face the books prime.
It is time to face your world,
And bring them face to face with the word.
Let's not go slate,
This is our state.
So, let me come out straight,
You must elevate.
Yes, upgrade!

See, it is time to squeeze the place of your shield,
And bring it to yield to the free breeze of growth.
Never sticking to the irritating someday island float.
Grading ringing bells with sparks of upgrade,
Because it is time.
It is time to stop surviving and live thriving,
It is time to think outside the box of merely existing,'
And start living.
Live your dreams,
And say goodbye to your whims.
As you soar with the eagle's wings.

Here is the song of a bird
whose feather is our night peace.
Upgrade the mind to save the lion from its cave.
Upgrade the mind to shrink leaves with withered lines.
Upgrade to build greater visions and missions.
Upgrade your attention to instructions.
Crawl out of some sliming vibes,
That rhymes in dices of frustration,
Dejection, recession, and depression.
Only wake up now!
And embrace the fruit of spontaneous serendipity. 
Never leaving the sheets to laboured, 
micro managed responses.
Lifting minds, changing paradigms, 
taking flights, dropping lies, and skying high.
Upgrade!
I am Vicky Wonders,
Whispering the songs of the birds to your ears.
It is just about time you elevate your state,
Never looking back, neither stopping to deviate.
Your choice: Evolve or be Extinct.
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